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Quilram igitur liber? * þ bi qui Imperioſus, | 
Alem neque pauper ies, — mors, neque Vincula 
1 terrent : 
Responſare cupidinibus, contemnere honores, 

Fortis, et in ſeipſo totus teres atque rotundus, 
Externi nequid valeat per leve morari; 

In quem manca ruit ſemper Fortuna.——Hor. 
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O 150 a Patron fit, 1 ſearch d about, 3 
[ To me indiff tent if in play or out. 6: 


Bench, Bar, and Camp, 1 ſearch'd—But 
(. ſfearchdin vain; 
Tin wy whiſper'd by my Muſe—=The DEAN! 


Hail, venerable Bard! deſign'd by Fate, 
The ſaving Genius of a ſinking ate, 
On you rever'd, Apollo's eldeft fon! | 
This humbly waits, nor thou the Off ring hun. 5 
Merit like thine ! defles aſſiſtant Strains, - | 
And any Herald's, but it ſelf disdains. | 
Nor match'd, nor rival'd by the tuneful Quire, | 
8 WIF T. trenne on the Strings of ev ry rer : 


Accept, Gieat Monarch of the tune ful Lays! 3 
The Tribute Song an humble ſubject pays. | 
come Angel now my aweful Tongue inſpire, 

And touch my Lips with your cæleſtial Fire. 


T4 


No meaner Praiſe can with your Merits vie, 

No venal Pen attempt a Song ſo high! - 

Te Lark chus tries her artleſs doubtful flight, 
Thus ſoars to hail the God of Verſe and light! 
When Eagle like! you dare behold the force. 

Of his rich Radiance in his Noon Day Courſe. 
Thy Genius to the God its Luſtre plays, 


Meets his fierce Beams, and darts him Blaze for Blaze. 


Tet ſtill in doubt what firſt I ſhould commend, 
The Man, the Patriot, Poet, or the Friend. 

So common Trees their ſingle fruits produce, 
21 the rich Vine in Cluſters lends its Uſe. 


O Worth admir'd ! how venal muſt he be, 
Who brought fz|ſc praiſe or flattery to thee ? 
Whoſe Verſe is glowing, exquiſite, and ſtrong; 
Each Thought intenſe, + and deftin'd to live long. 
Or thould they die, who could the World forgive, 


SWIFT's chafte lines die! and wanton Sappho's live? 


No, SWI F T, admir'd and lov'd, if Verſe can give 
ADeathleſs Name; thine ſhall for ever lire. 
That Verſe which bids th' alternate Paſſions riſe, 
And Nature's higgeſt Tear ſuffuſe the Eyes? 

That Verſe, in which a Blaze of Fire divine, 

Shots through the Whole. and glows in ev cy line: : 
While Reaſon follows with ſo juſt a pace, 

She is, nor loft, nor diftanc'd in the Race. 


— — 
＋ Poſterius faciens preponens ultima primis 
Invenies etiam diſcecti membra Poeta, Hor. 
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o you this Judgment other Bards muſt owe, 
| ben higher {well'd, you never overflow. 0 
And when the dang rous torrent you would ſhun, 
1 Though low, yet ſmooth and ſweet your Numbers run. 


Your Muſe, though old. ſhews no decay in ſong. 
Your Harp is #tiil in tane, rhough ſtrung 10 long ! 

age Hill to you. docs ſomething new convey, 

| ad gives more Beauties than he takes away. 

50 Phœbus by his courſe no fire can loſe, 

But ſets at latt, as glorious as he roſe. 

The Orange Tree, with ripe and green appears, 

50 5 WI ET with ſap of Youth, and weight of Years. 


Thoſe Magic-ſtrains I place be my Gght, 
ith Awe your Bleſſing ask before I write, 


hen to Pofterity your Fame I tell, 

That Boys may liſp it, as they learn to ſpell. 

our Praiſe our Children's Children ſhall confeſs, 
nd Ages yet behind the DRAPIER * Bleſs. 

hen they i Gratitude reflect, that we 

ere do:-m'd for Slaves——'cill by your Pen let free. 
o the remoteſt Age it ſha!l be told, 

o. well for LIBERIY you ſpoke, ow bold. 


Nor thou deſ piſe this tributary Song, 
| here riſes no Perfume which ſmells too ſtrong ; 


—— ——— 


—— * The Dean, in five Letters to the People of Ireland, 
under the Name of M. B. Drapier) intirely defeated 

that deſtrudtive Project of Wood's Half pence, which in 

the Conſequence, muſt take away all their gold and fil- 

ver. A ſervice, never fo be forgot by that Kingdom; 
| while capable ot Gratitude. 
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But praiſes which on virtuous Actions crowd, "| 


| Gild the Poetic Evening of his Day; 
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Have ever yet with Reaſon been allow'd : : 
Asa Perfume whoſe Aromatic ſmell, 


'Steals in the Reader to deſer ve as well, 


The ſmoke which we from burning Incenſe raiſe, 
When we compleat the ſacrifice of P1aiſe, 
The Muſes ſweetefl Pleaſure, and the beit, 


To you, great Bard, and ſuch as you, addreſt. 


You ?! who your Country ſnatch d from Ruia's Brink, 
Boldly reſolvd to ſave.— or with her fink! | 


O may late Years, ye Gods! with cheerful Ray, | 


Still from his Fingers let new Graces ſpring, | 
still ſhake more Muſick from the ſounding firing: _ 

So flow his Hours with conſtant peace of. mind, 
Till age the lateft thread of life unwind. _ 
Reluctant then, each Bard will touch the firing, | 
Bereft of SW IFT bo taught him how to ſing. 
So when the ſun is ſet, that guides the Day, 
The Traveller muß ftop, or loſe his Way. 
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Poema eſt Da loq uens. 


'OT all the Threats or Favours of a Crown, bx 
A Prince's Whiſper, or a Tyrant's frown _. 
Can awe his Spirit or Allure his Mind, 3 

Vhoſe innate Soul to HONOUR | is inclin'd, 


Though publick places and Affaits of state, 
ng: Phould fondly court him to be Baſe and Great: 
With even Paſſions, and with ſettled Face, 

e would remove the Harlot's falſe Embrace. 


Though all the Storms and Tempeſts ſhould ariſe, 
That Enemies to publick Peace deviſe: 127 
And from their ſetled Baſis Nations tear, : 
e would unmov'd the Mighty Ruin bear. 


Though all: the Hear 'nly Orbs confus-dly but d, 
Should-daſh to pieces, and ſo cruſh the World 
ndaunted, he the mighty Cruſh would hear, 
Nor in his Breaſt admit one thought of fear. 
Fecure in Innocence contemn them all, 

And decently Array'd in HONOUR fall ? 


And there have been 


8) - 3 


Thou, SH [NING HONOUR : art the Vobleſt * 45 


Of all the Braver part of Human Race. 
Thou only art worth living for below, 


Thus, CAT O, BRU 1 Us, CAS$IUS, fam'd of old! 
True Roman Souls could ne'er be bought or Sold. 
Scorning to be Diſhonourably Gear, „ 
TAE Nobly ſuffer'd by their Choice, not Fate- 


Happy are thoſe who from the Wortd retire, 
And with them carry all the Wiſe admire. 
Then Great indeed. It i is a Step above 
A Prince's favour, to belong to Jove ! 
Courticrs in Levy Hall, may beau with firings, 1 
But thoſe are HONOURS not conferr'd by Kings, 
And if we may the SACRED FAGES truft, 
They're only truely Great who're truely juſt, 


Andſuch FN ling, were Gibbets i in the ways | 


Vil neither lead * nor will be lead aftray. . 
But bold!y tell AUGUS Ius, Ireland's wrong, 


This, this ſhall be the Bu rthen of my Song. 


And yon, my Muſe ! the moving Song prepare, 
And Sing it loud — that Heav'n and Earth may hear 1 
Let nv vain fear + thy Noble Ardour tame, 
But tagd erect, and ſound as loud as Fame: ; i 
what PoWi ſhould a Genius ſtrong controul, 


Say 
O. lun to ſleep the functions of his ſoul? 


— —ññññœ ᷑ rr᷑ w 


an. _.. | I 
* X04 vetat dicere verum? Hor. 


who durft die for thee too. 


* Neque decipitur Ratio, * det dada. 


ſe, 


909 


Severe Decrees may Keep our Pens in awe, DEEDS. 
hut to our thouguts — what Edits can Sive Law; > 


In 4 free Kingdom ——— Dare I not impart, 


wal Thoſe Burning Truths, that long have ſcorct'd my heart | i 


ar! 


My Countr; Baſterdiz d. Ol! burſt my words, 
The Rack or Gallows that ſad help aftotds. \  * 


Let EAV ba . while my Intention 8 fair, 

My Heart is g S —my Chancery J is there 
From Nature tome low cringing Temp ers have, 
Unkind to me — yet forn'd me not a slave! 

Tl my laſt Pen and Breath for freedom draw, 
And for an At —— Appz al to Nature's law. 
Brib'd to no Int'reſt N rg Of to no Cauſe, C 
A Fairhful Viſbman! ! . chief Applauſe. 


[ to your Royal Brea 2ppea! how juft, 
Ha ve we obey'd the Crown; and ſery'd our truſt ? 
Espous'd your Cauſe, aud England in Diſtreſs, 
This you can witneſs and your Foes confeſs. 
You know us Brave, you know uz Faithfal too; 
We puſh at Fame But Fame from ſerving you : - 
The only Heroes in the doubtful Day. 
Who for our Honour fought, and not for Pay 5 
Hirelings to pay indeed may have regard, 
HONOUR we ſought, tue noble mind's reward; 
The Richeft treaſure of a gen'rous Breaſt, n 
That gi ves 2 ſtamp, and brightens all the rel! 


— — — — —— — 
'C 1a Magnis vel Voluiſſe Sat ft. 
gl r I 


And now ve re [rich - 


—— — 
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nodoux is efer ſteady, ever even, 

Though Baſeneſs court it in a ſhape of Haw; : 
Ever the ſame, — let fortune ſmile or frown, 
Whether upon a Scaffold — or a Throne: 
This charaQer will conſtitute a Name, 


As honeſty and honour are the ſame. 


The forward Courage of our IN. paid Me n, 
Deſerves more Praiſe than fancy lends my pen: 
Ye God:! have we thus ſpent our precious Blood, 
To have our worth no better underſtood? 

That War's now over“ — England wants us not, 


In Death, in exile; to our Country true, 
What more could BRu Tus, or could CA TO do? 
For Liberty, our Lives we oft' expoſe. 


Freedom, ſwee: freedom: you, — we'll never loſe. + 
By A ceſtori ſecur'd to us—— ſo. much ʒ Tn 

Like Moſes" Gcred- Moant tis Death to touch; 
Nor Law, nor Sword; could ever yet pretend. 


To have . dz 5 hut made out Isle a friend. 
Then to a foreign yoke — thai) Ireland bow,. 


What Stron7 bow ne cr prefum'd — who dale do now? | 
For property ( think,) is no Man's slave: 


He only can refume (name him) who gave ? 


With home diftreſs ——O- may 1 noixly move, 
And fire each Boſom with its C. untry's love: 


fin due to our Men. 


+ See [reland's Caſe by Viöl! eu. The Drapier's 
4th Letter to the People of Irelind, and irelang? oy 


briefly Rated by Reilly, 


a. 


and the Lord knows what 1] 


ee ed — ——— 


S Alluding to King William' s War, and the arrear 


+ | o Tyrannize at out wrong'd K—g's cxpence. 


A wortny Prince, —— ſo good, fo wife, ſo grave, 


Too much a Chriſtian, —ev'ry way too good, 
_* IVaialy to ſęill his fellow Chriſtian's Blood: 5 
It is terreſtrial Honour to be crcoun d, r 
Por firowing Men like Ruſhes on the Ground 1 
-- Jan humble Prince, when he receives a wrong, 


Like Charles — or Philip's madder-ſon, — in Battle: 
5. be pleaſures ſacrifice deſpiſe their Beds, 


— 


L ive upon taſteleſs Roots — in coaftant pain, 

Is Boots, to eat, and drirk, and ſleep, and reign; 
Our Prince! 1 thank my God, knows better things, 

I And humbly walks the ways of right'ous K. -g. 
\ - {While peace and honour gild his happier days, 


| Pour in each Heart a thicft of upright fame, 
| or, O ye Gods! the pious wiih diſclaim, 


I rom thoſe Ct Fly blows guard the R — Ear; 


{Refers Revenge to whom it doth belong. 


(11). 


Not G e, but ſome vile Fnplement s pretence, k 
e Gods! who make juſt — your conftant care, 


ho'd blind by falſe accounts of things and Men, | 
he tend're? hearted Prince within my ken. 


He ſcorns to be eſteem'd ambition? s vlave; 


„ 


Let other Princes vainly kuff and rattle, 


Barely to purchaſe fame, and broken Heads; 


And we lie baſking in his gentle rays. 


Tour aid, kind Muſe! thus „ ask, 
Expoſing Vibainy's ® a noble task; 5 


* Fic teneros animos aliena opprobria 1 = 
Ahſtecrent vitiis 8 < . Hor. . 
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Stamp an eternal Value on the Brave, 


By drawing to the life a ſneaking Knave. 
Though ſuch a Knave were Implement of ſtate, 
Poor in ſteem ang deſpicably great; 


While murmuring Crowds who ſee him ſhine in Gold, 
That pomp as their own rav iſh'd ſp ils behold. 


So have Iſeen a firutting Velvet Quack, 
The price of fifty. kill'd upon his back. 


A Knave's a Knave, whatever Name he wears, 


And Trappings cannot hide an Als's Ears. 
All ſuch my ſoul abhors Juſt with this odds; 
We bow to Devils, when we make them Gods. 8 


My Muſe, you fill aſſiſt —then will I ſing 
The Comforts that attend each guardian K——g. 


Comforts indeed —— He is condemn'd to bear 
The weighty Burthen of his Peoples Care 


Firſt bred to noiſe and hurry from his youth, 


With flatt'ry ſed, and much eftrang'd from Truth. 


At Court environ'd with a ſervile Crowd, 
Either in Praiſe or in DetradQi ion loud. 
Whoſe very pomp and ſtate proclaim his Fears, 


Witneſs his conſtant Guards of ſwords and ſpears. 


And thoſe who now with loud Huzza's purſue, 
Depreſs d-——with equal Ardour would hallco! 
And when in all his Pomp he doth put on 


That aweful preſence which becomes a Throne; 5 


Belſhazzar-like three Words upon the Wall, 
Can blaft his Joys, and make his Glories fall 


Oh, falſe unenvy'd pleaſures of a Crown! 


On! poor and wort live Glory and evg 


Come near his Body, or lament his fate? 

Dare any one a tear of Pity lend; 5 

Or own that Trollio ever was his Ecicad ?Y | 

Though yeſterday ſo great. to latter times, - 
Noth ing is handed down, except his Crimes. 

To. day a Victim to an injur'd ſtate, 

A Victim offer'd to che people's Hate. 

Thus moralizing could I longer dwel, 

Ey ſinging alſo how ge janus & fell: 


(13) 


$0 are all thy ſhining Honours fled; 


| ue! d when living, and defam'd when dead. 


Then W if Grandeur be exempt from pain; 


Orc Pleaſure ever can with Power remain. 


K gs who'e life is one long line of Care, 


: Of which our Pare in Conſcience we hould Far; 


i 


Next, his Premier's tott? ring ſtate ſurvey, 


| | He who enjoys tbe triumph of to- Days 


o-morrow may with Trolliꝰs words “ expire, 


„ Who ſhould a K=—g's Conveniency admire?“ 


F 


Who ha alas, dare cal him good or great; 7 


But ſuch Reflections I'll leave in the middle, 


1 As Hudibras before his Bear and Fiddle. "= 


a. 2 


2 


* lle was firſt Miniſter to Criviern, K. ok Den- 
mark, and by him ſtabb'd for his ene, 
cutting off Mercy from Complaint. 

+ He was put to death, at Rome his Eſtate confiſanced, 
and his dead Catcaſs drag d at a n 8 Heel, chrongh 


the * 


Hitz Gvilt eres a Gallows every whece: 
His Conſcience by his Crimes thus daily rent, EY 
That if he. could, he would ſome fay) repent. 


ll! (44) 
if Who cer his Country, jobbs for aryſitate, | 
$0 like Sejanus, may he meet his Fate. os 4.4504 1885 
1 Knighthood with loſs of Honour 1 diſdain, . fe. 
| A Rope the Garter, and the nar's a ftain: ir Wn 
1 The latter on his Forehead ſhould be plac d, 1 
And with the for mer thonld his Neck be gr. od. Tuff 
| He thinks at random, and he ſpeaks by rote, Ta 6 
j His life is an one Great Juck Pudding's Coat: me 
1 At random © ioves, and loaths, avoids, purſues, 
j | Enacts, repeals, makes, alters, does, undoes. << MM 
-4F V 
5 A deathleſs Name is eafily acquir'd, | Hon 
3 Or by a Kingdom jobbd or Temple * fir'd. Thar 
. | But hearken ——— Wrongs are ever doom'd to be nd 
1 The laſting Brands of ſcorn and infamy. I. No n 
Legions within the vilain's boſom dwell, Fic 
1 Already damn'd, his Conſcience is his Hell; put 
'F From which in vain with haſty ſpeed he'd run, RN. 
x He carries with him what his flight would nun?: Nor 
1 Carries a ghaflly Face, whoſe dreadful frown, | T 
1 rights fl ep away, and hardens Beds of Down. 3 
i; [ As all your Ghoſts at firft were form'd by Fear, Vhe 
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| F Pugnant ſententia ſecum, Hor. OTE 2 
is . * Eroſtratus burned the. temple of Diara at Ephe- ” 
ql | . ſus, which was 200 Years in building; thereby to eter-I os 
bl | nize his Name; and ſucceeded 5, though in hopes te diſ-E- I 
„ appoint him, the Epheſians commanded that he never ot 
41 Mould be nam d. md 
| | 8 
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Jo oft it happens, when a weighty Kone, 

Int; a large Horſe: pond by chance is thrown; 

I: from che dirty bottom ftirs che ſoil, : 

Ir all in ugly black Confufion boil: 2 8 
'A while the fæted Atoms ſeem to dince, | 
Juft as the y roſe, ſo, now, they fink by chance 

In Hour or two, and ah 1gain grows clear, 

mean, as clear, as Horſe Ponds Ever are. 


And, though ſome fins go ftarr'd and better clad, 
They are as thoſe m Rags, as baſe, as bad. 
- Honeft alike, but hapoier far all own, 
han he in; Jail, the Krave who fills a Throne. 
And ſhould the latter claim precedency, e 
No more than this, the greater Villain he. | 
The artful Head may act che honest part, 
But all true Honour riſes from the Heart. 
Name is not obtai n'd by ſhreds of Wit, 
or for a Robe of Fame is Purpie fit. 


Then vain are all the Trophies Vice can raiſe, : 
or Vice is Vice, though YOUNG himiclf ſhonid praiſe 
Vhen Men extol a viie Deftroyer's N- ame, 
hey do the World's Preſerver then bla pheme. 

're you commend, the Man ſhouid ne well k on, 
Raſcal prais' d, you make his Crimes your own. 


Though ſome by wicked Acts ſhould gain Applauſe, 
heReputation*srotte like the Caiiſe.” 

eter- Count all the Advantage proſperous Vice attains, 
te diſ- Tis but what Virtue flies from, and iiſtaing, 

þ never Not he who ſtretches his unjuſt. Command, > 2, 
nd rucely triumphs o'er his native Land 
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But he whoſe Prudence.ſaves a ſinking Rate, 
He, Drapier like! in Annals ſhall be great. 


Greatneis ariſing, from a noble Mind, 
The virtuousevery, whe rea Heaven find. - 
The soul well pleas d, its own fair picture loves, 
And Conſcience ratifies what Heaven approves. 
By no Court smi! es or NoJs will ſuch be caught, 
Their noble Soul abhors the vaſſal Thought. 
They fly the noiſy Camp. Bench, Bar, and Court. 
And Levees + where ſtarr'd Liveries reſort. 
Their Zeal for Honour, and that brave Diſdain, 


Which (corns to do an Aion baſe, or mean; 
And thence wey underga 


Buoy up their Fouls. 
The ſad varieties of pain below. 

And with intenſe Reflections antedate 
The mighty Raptures of a future de a 


A | 


Conſcience ! thou home felt Friend, or innate toe; 
Impar tial Arbiter of bliſs or woe: 
You enter ſilent with a careful Wiog, 


Ard pal! the Draught, and ſigh upon the String : 


Externals vail thee, yet they cannot hide; 

Thy ſecret whiſper checks our mounting pride. 
Then, ye ſad Sons of Shame and Sorrow tell 

How deep the Torture ! and how fierce the Hell! 


But, Oh! thou art not always thus ſweet oe | 


Thou canft as well compoſe the troubled breaft. . 


4 eat Aula, 
Qui volet eſſe Pius Ar 


— 


Ar 


1 . 


The World in all doth but two Nations bear; 


Zueſt, 


17 


when Man reviews himſelf with thought ſincere, Lo 
And ſces his Actions fair, his boſom cler; | 
The Face with Humour ſhines, Joy darts the Eye; 9 


And Heaven | is haif obtain'd, beſdre We _ | 
| 4 
where intereſt, + —_— ſhould ſrom England part. 


3 Nation is but a Name, a Shiboleth, F 8 


Where a miſtaken Accent cauſes death- 


— 


7 


The Good, the bad; and thoſe mix'd every where: 
And here or there, place either of the two; 
The bad will baſely, Vue will bravely do, 


| Britons! where are ye now ? with me e proclaim 
Death, Death with Honour, hefore Life with shame! = 


That mighty He, a org Engliſhman! 
Invert the proverb, Sirs! and think ir beft, 
To raiſe yourſelves, and let your Name go reſt. 
So Madmen ſing in Naketin='s and Ch; ine, 
For when tae Senſe i is gbne, the Song remains. 


Let's ſpurn at pe:ce, if pence would but enſlave; 
And hail a War, If War alone T can ſave, 


The Gods in juſtice, will cur Illes defend, 
And curſe that _ who caunot be a Friend! f 


. ——— 


+ En quo diſcordia cives 
Ferduxit miſeros : ig | 
C Juſtiſſimum iis b ell um quibus neceſſatium, et a 
Arma quibus nulla niſi in armis ſpes et, 
C 
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Shall we thus ſhamefally confeſs our Fears, 


To our remoteſt Foes we've Lightning hurld, 


Let Iriſh, Engliſh, Dutch, Danes, Scotch, agree, 
This Maxim holds, What has been, yet may be. 


o Tempora. ſhall it at laſt be ſaid, 
Our Wooden -Walls an empty Voyage made? 


And leave unpuniſh'd Captain JEN KI N's Ears? 
Ey *n School-boys banter, and the Voyage deſpiſe; 
For fruitleſs Actions ſeldom paſs for wiſe. 

And ſcoffing ſay, to give our HADDOCK Air, 
Has coſt us more than would ſupport a War. || 


Can we forget the famous *\MONTAGUE, 
With Lawrels in his Hand, and half Peru! 


And tam'd the noiſteft Quarters of the World. 


We more than once, have made theſe Dons to quake, 
When we ſent out Sir Raleigh; and Sit Drake; 


With Imag'ry, let me appeaſe the crowd, 
Fancy to Poets ever was allow'd. 

I'll paint, (know all we Poets Painters are;) | 
HADDOCK's to CLAVIJO's * Squadron drawing near. | onfe 
And next the Somerſet + where Haddock rides, | 
Bearing an Army in her concave ſides. 

Our Tawny foes ——with terror and amaze, T - 
Like dying Tapers give a farewel blaze; 10 
Then P HA BUS lifting bove the Waves his ligbt, | he 


— — 


—— — | V 


r In 1556 he ſurprizd the Galleons at St Lucar ; upon 
which the Spaniſh Admiral threw his own Children in- 1 
to the Sea, and ſetting fire to bis SIP, 4 was burnt i! in the 


Arms of. his Wife. he 


The Spaniſh Admiral- 
+ A Ship of 70 Guns. $ 


IN. B. This Poem was penn'd ſome time before the Th. 
Declaration of War. + 
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hat he might ſee, and thus record the fight. 
ext, our ADMIRAL —- ftanding on the Deck, 


: death and deſtruction waiting on his beck; 
All dy 'd with gore! ——who dare his fire aſſuage ? 


His Balls too ſlow to execute his rage; 
His conſtant ſmoak the very Sun does hide, 
o light but that by which a SPANIARD dy'd : 
is guns ſo loud ——and manag'd all ſo well, 
Ne ihakes that Throne to which he does appeal! 
Wich blanks, Arms, Flags, and Carcafles of Dons, 
T he Sea is coverd by his angry Guns 
? |Durfire-ſhips now, their powder-rooms "afail, 
As Guns ſhoot Balls, ſo ſhips ſhoot Men like hail, Fro 
- $ SPANIARD does his Tawny fellow catch, 
ill wreftling in the air; down falls the wretch; 
hc FRY AR's pudding- :fldeves: and his long gown, 
| Fo bear him vp, he gently ſails it down, 
Patch'd by a Don, who crys out, Father! whither ? <= 
near. Tonfeſs me ſtraigbi then down they come together 
Neptune at length for Haddock does declare, 
Fhips, Arms, and Dons, together dance in air. 


I Our fatal guns were not in PHILTIP*: the ght, 
t. hen breaking Truce he ſo unjuſtly tought: 
-— What mere ſham- fights, and like the i: tu itcue, 
upon e Such killing as we meet at a review; 
nv Pranted.— but if you'll take a Poet's word, 

8 hope to ſee it yet upon record. | 


Such is Heav'n's will or Rhymes peculiar fate, 
That * who write for glory, purchaſe hate- 


(.20 ) 


56 The reaſon” s this, we're too far gone to 1 
« Your ſong cannot reſorm and may offend. 
Yet ſtill to tru:h 9 Po pay this mark of Love, 
In publick damn, what e'er I cant approve. £ 
I cannot flatter, where I ought to ſcorn, _ 
Find you the Cuckold — and I'll ſhew the horn; 
* Dare yau thus bring a PREMIER's acts to view? 
I fear no cenſure, where the facts are true. 
[The truth all honeſt Bards will fearleſs ſing, 
And if rhe cauſe. thould fit why not the K„—3˙ 
* Much, much I fear, your ſong will give offence, 
| What Ialoge! and ſing the Nation's ſenſe ? 
4 * In all hut POPE, 'tis dang, rous to arraign, 
| Vit fix the brand where e'er I find the ſtain. . 7 
What though no SWIFT, nor POPE, nor any dach, 
I love my Country —— hate her foe as much. 
Poetic-ſhafts ſhall whifile round his Head, 
And with my Pen I'Il ſtab the CAITIFF dead. 


| A Certain Author very grave and ſage 

* This ſtory tells, no matter what the 7 Wa 

| * g's in the Country oft' have gone a ſtray, 
1 * Nor ofa PEASANT ſcorn d to learn the way; 

4 


Well jud gd it matters not from whom we hear, 
A well meant Counſel, we ſhould give it Ear. 


"3 Dread Sir! ariſe, and hear your gubje&s moan, 

if Reward their Loyalty call them your own; 
[| Spread your relenting arms, embrace your friends, 
They'll die or anſwer all your noble ends. 


2 —— —— — Gans. — 


— 8 


2 


1 Quœdque Vere dicimus, etiamil a nulla laudetur, | 
Natura eſt GOT 5 l Tull, 


"x . 

Oar SENATE's bounty will ſupport you ftill, 
With cheerful Trihute all your Coffets fill. 
Tou know that, Titles are but empty things? 2 
The Hearts of Subjects ate the iength of —_- 
T7 Fis juftice only mak-s a Prince Rever'd, 

ITnat Prince that is belov'd, is truly fear d. 

Vou felt our Love, your enemies our force, 

IBaniſh all feuds, . annul th unkind divorce! 
ixing this truth within your Royal breaft, 

\s youre the great:ft——= you ſhould be the beſt 5 
Like Sampſon's Riddle in the ſacred ſong, Wk 

A ſpringing ſweet ſtill lowing from the ſtrong, 

L Let us with England ſhare an equal fate, 5 
And raiſe at once thy glory and the ſtate. 1 


* 
» o 
2 
8 
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ſuch, 9 
1 Juſt ſo, the prudent Huſbind-Man, who ſces, . 
Tbe Idle tumult of his factious Bees; 3 
The Morning dews and flow'rs negteged grown, 
The Hiyea Combecal?, ev'iy Bze a Drone 
Powders them oer, 't ll none diſcern their Foes, 
nd all their Jars in dutt and friendſhip loſe. 
ay> The Infect.- Kingdom firaight begins to thrive, 
And all work Honey tor the Common HIVE. 
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On his correcting the foregoing Poem by | 


Blame this dul thought, —that dic ion much too lew. | 


Which debt of Honour, Sir! I muſt reveal, 


Nor like the Moon, reflect another's beam; 


But I deſpair —and thankful, bid A DIE U. 


ro ru 


A Nl 


BALLARD.) 


ASHanda 3 to Parnaſar height, 
With pinions weak I took th' unequal flight, 
While partial friends, and an iil judging crowd, 
Or veil my faults, or recommend aloud z 
But you! a Critick juſt; -— your cenſure ſhew, 


Jou ſmooth my Verſe, blot th- unmeaning line, 
Improve the thought, and aid the lame deſign ; 
You her Apollo! gave my Mule her fire, 

The Verſe that pleaſes, that did you inſpire 5 


My grateful pen cannot ſuch gifts conceal 

No baſe ingratitude my Name ſhall taint, 
Ive ſo much Virtue; though in fact no aint 5 
And ſo much pride, to lay no unjuſt claim, 


No, this merit's more, far more than is my due, 
To ſay that I'm correct, and that by you; 


You ! to your Country true — and Virtue's cauſe, 
Unaw'd, unbrib'd, by une or applauſe. 


Vainly l wiſh —— Oh! could I tunemy ſane, 


sweet as your fame, and as your writings ſtrong; 


With pleaſure Id the grateful Theme purſue, 


1 ADVERTISEMENT: . | 


Fro be publiſhed by the Author hereof,  - 
| by Subſcription, two Volumes in large 

Pckavo, entitled, ORBIS in URBE, being a 

Miſcellaneous Collection of the choice poetical 
orks of a Hundred the greateſt Poets the 
World ever yet produc'd. To which is ad- 
ed an Appendix, containing the genuine Poe- 
ical! Works of the Compiler, and a Trage- 
y wrote by him, call'd The Royal Sin, or 
 Wdultery Kebuk'd, The Propoſals will in a 
W Days be deiiver'd at the Printer's hereof. 
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